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'ThobJijlonc 

O, the dcuill take fuch coofcners,God forgiuc nice. 
Good Vncle telly our tale, I hauc done,. 

i^r.Nay, if you liauc not, to it againe, 

W c will fb.y your leiliirc. 

Hot. I hauc done Ifaith, 

] Hor. Tlien once more to your Scottilh prifoners, 
Deliuer them vp, without tlicir ranfomc ftraight, 

And make the Douglas fonne your onelymeane 
For Powers in Scotland, which for diuers reafons 
Which I fliall fend you written, be allur’d 
Will cafily be granted you, my Lord. 

Y our fonne in Scotland being thus employed, 

Shall fecretly into the bofome crecpe 
Of that lame nobleprclatc welbelou’d. 

The Archbifhop* 

Hot [fur. Of Yorke, is it not? 
or, T rue, who bearcs hard 
His brothers death at Briftowthe Lord Scroope ; 

I Ipeakc not this in estimation, 

As what I thinke might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, andlec downs. 

And onely Itaycs butto behold the face 
Of that oceafion that (hall bring icon*. 

Hotfp. Ifmell ir, Vpon my life it will doe well. 

Kor. Before the game is afoot.thou Hill ledt Hip, 

Hot, Why, it cannot chufc but be a noble plot. 

And then ehepower of Scotland, and of Yorke, 

To ioyne with Mbrtidcr, ha, 

U^or, And lo they fhalL 

Hot, In faith it is exceedingly well aimd, . 

tfor, And t’is no little rcalbn bids vs fpeed. 

To faue our heads, by railing of a head: 

For beare our felues as euen as we can, . .h . 

The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt, 

And thinke we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, 

Till lie hath found a time to pay vs home* 

And fee already, how he doth begin . 

To make vs Grangers to his lookes of loue, 
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ofJ-Tcnry the fourth, 

H«/.He doesjhe does, weelc be reueng’d on him. . V 
Wor, Coofen, farewell. No further goe in this* j 
Then I by letters fliall direfl your courfe 
W hen time is ripe, which will be fuddenly : • : 

lie lfeale to Glcndower, and loe, Mortimer, 

Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once. 

As I w ill fallii on it, fliall happily meet, 

To beare our foitunes in our ov, ne ilrong arntes, 

Which now we hold at much vncertnintie. 

"t-lor. Farewel good brother, we flial thriue, I trull. 

Hot. Vncle adieutO let the houres be fliort. 

Till ficldsjand bio w es,and grones applaud our Iport, Exeunt, 
Enter a Carrier Vettb a km erne in bis hand. 

I Car. Heigh ho. Anitbeenotfoureby theday ,ilebec 
hangd, Chailcfwaihe is ouerthenew Chimney, and yet our 
horfe not packt. What Ollier. 

Oft. Anon, anon. . 

1 Car. IprethceTom,bcatCutsfaddlc, put a few flocks m 
the point, poore iade is wrung in the withers, out of all cefl'e* 
Enter another Carrier. 

- 4 CttvPcafc and beanes arc as danke here as a dog ,and that 
the next way to giue poorc lades the bots:this houie is-tuined 
vpfidedowne fince Robin Oftler died. 

I Car* Poorefellow nr ucr ioied fincc the price of Oates role* 
it was the death of him. 

2 Car* I thinke this be the moft villainous houie in al London 
road for fleas,! am Hung like a T ench, 

1 Car.Likc a T cnchrby the Made there is ne’re a king chtt- 
ften could be better bit,then 1 haue bin iincc the firft cockc, 

2 Car.\Vhy>thcy will allow vs ne’re a Iordane, and then vve 
kake in your chimney, and your chamber-lie breeds fleas like 
aloach. 

1 What, Oftler, come away, and be hangu,come away. 

0. Car * I hauc a gammon ot Bacon, and two razes ofGiiv* 
get, to be deliuered as farre as Charing croifc. 

i Car. Gods body, the T urkics in my Panicr arc quiet ilai-* 
uedtwhat Oilier? a plague on thee, haft thou ncucr an eic in thy 
headman'll not hear c\ and thycrc not as good deede as drmk to 

Ci ' break c 


